me and we roamed half the globe like fugitives on their
way to an unknown destination.

Only now am I beginning to realize that from the
time we started our long journey I lived in Europe cut
off, in the truest sense of the word, from mankind. Now,
to exaggerate a trifle, I might almost say it was a hyp-
notic trance that lasted for years; at all events it was a
life in a dream world, with the greatest hurricane of all
time roaring immediately around me.

(My wife's brilliant stage career, tying her to Berlin
and Vienna, kept her almost constantly thousands of
miles away from me. My only chance of spiritual sur-
vival was to roam the Latin west.)

In this frightening and unhappy twilight of my career
I lived in the life-giving company of what was for me an
angel in nurse's garb. Wanda and I together fled the
proscription, prison, and murder that overtook so many
of my Hungarian and German friends. To her I owe the
painlessness with Which I was able to sever the bonds
that tied me to humanity. Indeed it was not only pain-
less, it went almost unnoticed. This was all the easier be-
cause we went from one strange city to another even
stranger. For seven years in Austria, Italy, France and
Switzerland, we had, you might say, no acquaintances at
all. We were a lonely, taciturn, wandering couple in
trains, hotels, bistros, and sidewalk caf6s.

The main cause of my present wretched lonesome
condition is that in the darkest seven or eight years in
Europe gentle and kind little Wanda was my only so-
ciety.

Now as I write this down, I find it comforting to use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